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the soldier [cheerfully] No great torment, lady. You
see I was used to worse.
charles. What! worse than hell ?
the soldier. Fifteen years5 service in the French wars.
Hell was a treat after that.
Joan throws up her arms, and takes refuge from despair
of humanity before the picture of the Virgin.
the soldier [continwg}-~S\ti& me somehow. The day
off was dull at first, like a wet Sunday. I dost mind it so
much now. They tell me I can have as many as I like as
soon as 1 want them.
charles, What is hell like ?
the soldier. You wont find it so bad, sir. Jolly. Like
as if you were always drunk without the trouble and expense
of drinking. Tip top company too : emperors and popes
and kings and all sorts. They chip me about giving that
young judy the cross; but I dont care : I stand up to them
proper, and tell them that if she hadnt a better right to it
than they, she'd be where they are. That dumbfounds
them, that does. All they can do is gnash their teeth, hell
fashion; and 1 just laugh, and go off singing the old
chanty; Rum turn trample—Hullo! Who's that knocking
at the door ?
They listen. A long gentle knocking is heard.
charles. Come in.
The door opens ; and an old priest^ white-haired, bent9
with a silly but benevolent smile, comes in and trots over to
Joan.
the newcomer, Excuse me, gentle lords and ladies.
Do not let me disturb you. Only a poor old harmless
English rector. Formerly chaplain to the cardinal; to my
lord of Winchester. John de Stogumber, at your service.
[He looks at them inquiringly] Did you say anything ? I
am a little deaf, unfortunately. Also a Me—well, not
always in my right mind, perhaps; but still, it is a small
village with a few simple people. I suffice: I suffice; they

